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colleagues in Kilmainham Gaol, devoted their
energy to proving that the Bill was absolutely
useless. Yet the prophet of Midlothian never lest
his patience, never lost his mastery of detail, nor
his control over the House, and, after a committee
stage of unparalleled exhaustion, the third reading
was passed almost without opposition. No subject
could well be more dead than that of Irish Land.
But anyone who wishes to know why Gladstone
held his unique parliamentary position might do
worse than study the debates  (particularly in
committee) on the Land Bill. Rarely can a man
of seventy have got through such a heavy and
distasteful piece of work with so little thanks from
anybody, and while agonising problems, spreading
from the Transvaal to Afghanistan, were occupy-
ing the attention of Parliament during all the
remaining  intervals   for   business.    The   1880
Ministry was certainly a failure, but the spectacle
of Gladstone, harassed between his quarrels with '
the Court and dissension among the two groups
in  his   Cabinet,   turning  from   Bradlaugh   to
Kruger, from Egypt to Ireland, from Montenegro
to Berlin, conscious at the back of his own mind
that he could no longer assent, intellectually, to
the Union, fills one with a Plutarchian belief in
the possibility of greatness.   He was a Grand
Old Man.
Sir Pomeroy Golley was killed at Majuba,
Gordon was butchered in Khartoum^ but Glad-
stone was to suffer nearer home. By the